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is your dream becoming real? 

or do you live in someone else's? 

posture-games" banality 

pointless gestures, repeat your 

supplication-?mantrasx somewhere else 

i'm bored without 

synchronicity 

and harmonies melodious 
and straight from the heart 
this arrow lost in the quiver 
thought to Ipl fly* 

ever notice your subconscious mind? 
or is it mutilated unrecognizable? 
rescue your drowning awareness 
before it sinks any deeper into 
oceans of useless 
information 

neatly laid out for easy.' swallowing/ 
consumption burns you up and out 
scrambles your willtolive 
closing you up rigid 
like tasks you're handed annoy 
us all alone i rendered incapable 
of relating emotions & sensations 
honestly* 

when will we put our whole 
lives into play? 

the public secret of our misery* 
because we do not offer ourselves to all 
freely, we have become burnt offerings 
to a few* for a meager share of their 
thfifeves' bounty we whore, 

guiltily committed to our pimps 
and going home to them at night. 

with the overpriced 
money 

"that's .just the way it works" against us, 
"what do you expect?" nothing} 

"anarchy is chaos" and life, 

"but human nature" is raped ills the earth. 


CONVULSE tfCW 

constant undertow undertone in the 
sandbar climate changed by force 
brutal; cacaphonous rhythms, torture 
these piously working slaves 
self -sacrificial — pity them — why? 

who sacrifice their human dignity 
atr altars t>l inhibition and 
someone else's profit, altars 
dripping with words that excuse 
as they condemn j dancing shadow 
-forms reflect the SUNRAYS OF 
£ENO which illuminate with 
spontaneous revelation! indelible 

striking out at sameness relentless 
and 5 scalding the shoreline littered 
teith/by fools pretending to work 
while stumbling corpses feig it life 
along the streams that nourish 
these oceans of streamlined diversity 
as they sing, ever more quietly, 
the movements of our symphonies. 


meat poem for levy 

di ^ into roles. 

any napalmed baby can tell 1 • hemorrhoids s-iulntin*: 
tho; oapitall-s shows ^ea/ ^ktsf^TZ^ ^ 

*he ***• «**<*, 

-he poverty of it all any more coos, * 7 I y ° U car *’* hide 

won't make it ail dream Lay f T!/"* medit ^ion 

caressing the wind, who can See tW f utode3 tructive canvas 
shadow of these churches? who ca rS ^ ° r arXythin * in the 
wrxte this poem on the wall, or write v^r Writ ; r *J on the wad? 
let s herp the world « on its way down Se°ovst *?"’* ° are * 

/ aown toe mysterious road of suicide 


spinning dizziness, uncompromisingly opposed 
to steadiness security/ sanity plans, and all 
the monologues interruptions dialogues 
dramatic supplications distracting 
as the social circus drones on, 
hut these catty- ego games are pathetic; 
endlessly their dream trudges on, 
iccumulating more and more snow 
md gadgets until at last it can'‘t 
aove anymore, and in the ides of 
narch it "begins to melt* dead. 

Let the parasites melt! 
iring on the great 
springtime of 
spontaneous 
.nsurrection! 


endlessly eroding their way inland 

s^nr-sss^r- 

%““-■! - w 

they are miserable compensations 
I don't know. I can only feel. 

How can. this system * ^ 

civilisation of £le c££ ££ 

rng.ria.ffe not to la-X-L* . 

reforms are insufficient and it 
w?lfications all forget; so much; 
will it tumble like Stalin's 
££** «n Budapest? 

nL these towers of traded, woxj-u. • 
will you take the professional risk 

of "going down" with the mchihe? 
drop yer hangups hahy 


the murder of crows v 

distraught that the seasons had been abolished, 
fluttered abeut aimless and wild, 
as th e sky crumbled in X 

fall, bursting from the leaves 
in flourishes of ecstatic wondering, 
like a spontaneous looting of walmarts 
or like a river glistening in the rays 
of twenty suns burning like our secret 
violence ; the violence of cycles holds us 
down. in the suffocating noise of power* 
which drowns my outburst in information 
and prays I don’t keep i^p my autonomous creativity. 


people are; still dying 
but this? state and media lie 
to us a we're to think 
nothing's out of order 
and your green thoughts 
of a garden world sleep 
furiously, struggling 
against all of these 
sunsets on murdered desire 
while their warplanes 
drown out your now with 
a bunch of almost, 
look out we've got bombs 
galore and can’t wait to 
drop everything 
drop everything 
wrench me away from these 
obligations and routines 
take over your workplace 
you know good and well that 
if you got together with your 
fellow -workers you could 
run the place better than 
the boss, for whonr 
we make money all the time 
can't we try aafcfeng anarchy for 
war is the health / once? 

of the state; 
make war on all states. 



does yo^ captured minds 

still look for details of 
your personal cel1 "f °f 
champion ^discussion 
are £ur ego game? 

who is crushing your^af 0 ^ parents ? 
as it begs to ° rder 

you, freely careening flow through 
mountain^ ranges ' f " edulla 
time meaningltesl^r^i® ' ** 
over-presence of the NOW ° ng * 


CONVULSE NOW 

crons tant under tow undertone in the 
sandbar climate changed by force 
brutal j cacaphonous rhythms, torture 
these piously working slaves 
self -sacrificial — pity them — why? 

who sacrifice their human dignity 
ati altars tal inhibition and 
someone else*s profit, altars 
dripping with words that excuse 
as they condemn; dancing shadow 
-forms reflect the S UNRAYS OF 
XENO which illuminate with 
spontaneous revelatiom indelible 

striking out at sameness relentless 
and' scalding the shoreline littered 
i»ith/by fools pretlending to work 
while stumbling corpses f eigrf life 
along the streams that nourish 
these oceans of streamlined diversity 
as they sing, ever more quietly, 
the movements of our symphonies. 


li8at for levy 

any Smf V** “^^Pt-^in^l^orS^d 7 ' dl ' lied int = «!•». 

wsarw: 

;V n 1 >a<ecela.eve dialogue i,Hh m tne ?° or - 

dickers cild flames and he twUc'es 4^! prosec ^or- s ton^e 

cleaning up the drlmlnx e i n ll *2"? \ janitor of noralitv 

and crossing uimsilf | tnis is" th^ ® a ^^ e bleeding out from *h* or -, - 

the poverty of it all at-, iS ^lst century; you ~ar'-ir - rac *<s 

-n't It *u « Xut"*' 

caressing the wind, who -an au t odes tractive canvas 

churches?"" » h , Lf«al ^ "I?'"*"* 1« the 

" 5 nsi? tne -- of sulolde . 


spinning dizziness, uncompromisingly opposed 
to steadiness security/ sanity plans, and all 
the monologues interruptions dialogues 
dramatic supplications distracting 
as the social circus drones on, 
hut these catty'ego games are pathetic; 
endlessly their dream trudges on, 
iccumulating more and more snow 
md gadgets until at last it can't 
ciove anymore , and in the ides of 
narch it "begins to melt - dead. 

Let, the parasites meltl 
iring on the great 
springtime of 
spontaneous 
.nsurrection! 


MAom for ^^the 
Mide open "4 . ln f lower 

th %«t n offlyour inhlUti"? 

. « roles .& 

robes .of plastic 

rssf^r 

long» . f fogged winds 

bluster in the f gg aUBS the 
^boundaries 

1 L 0 <= soring forth, 

let^ur utges spr 6^ 

Clari r/witl passionflow 

S °^ "iXSld with t! 


L 

world with the 

. + liauid scream 

!^^ou“lSher' over their 
"patronising 1 ^*, 

laughihg hysterical y 


gracing our 
seethes of 


in f reef all the demands of the profiteers 
^become the morality of the exploited!^ 
wiJi heir moral attitudes, the defenders 
Qi plastic castles of ephemeral "authority" 
over nothing, to nothing, freed from ^rk 
pretending to work, consciously influence 'us 

nnH t°VS UeS Vhen ln ^iduals do not 
uiderstand the conditions up , - , 

anarchy is the extension of the boundT^ t0 * 

freedom until it extends over t l^ d !5, 

and in overcoming fear w e d desires ’ 

for to *t lost is the iVt'o ? ! 

our cathartic amusement tefore “if l f' 

vainly pretends to be sufficient as a ' e *. 

for the poverty of the llfe Jf Ls? 

t«i Of; led, to believe all « eaa » 

whose shining teeth 1 lnC0 ">I»tehi fools 

'•you are not'alone" S U-iS f Ue ' 

and pretending to have ahat thefwanted^ 

and to enjoy consuming what l<++i 

"advanced" and highe^J^l tle :n0r9 their 

the executive in jeans **"*' 

self-deception and fkney cars' Jl,/ * 

that never sjar- m t a ,,!!!!. ^^o-Joy 

fVea- ui . , a moment’s resolve 

tortuous, guilty XHU* lnn« "misery. 


people are. still dying 
but this sthte and media lie 
to us & we're to think 
nothing's out of order 
and your green thoughts 
of a garden world sleep 
furiously, struggling 
against all of these 
sunsets on murdered desire 
while their warplanes 
drown out your now with 
a bunch of almost, 
look out we've got bombs 
galore and can’t wait to 
drop everything 
drop everything 
wrench me away from these 
obligations and routines 
take over your workplace 
you know good and well that 
if you got together with your 
fellow -vi orkers you could 
run the place better than 
the boss, for whom" 
we make money all the time 
can't we try asking anarchy for 
war is the health / once? 

of the state; 
make war on all states. 



your Personal cell wall + 
£*£2 *■> 
s cvass^Sp 

as It begs to Oa^ natura l order 
you, freely careen! n ^™ 6 f ' I ' ow through 
mountal^ranges^ f "! ° Ver me dulla 

over-presence of the NOW ° ng * 


h tr ?' lns ' dripping with moroccan 

feelrt-hf mUS f rS Wh ° grip yQur until you 

went 1 */ K crushing like some constraint 

' ,^h. “^ hr ° U ?? y ° ur "*”* «lth a ,» j 

Shake' pett ^ ca Pitalists 

dSiLSl^/ 7 , int ° P ° Ckets ^cied away 
y / my dreams are overcast- and 

how long will these rivers 

to flow’ / Ca TO « ^ dry when .they- -scream 
now. / Caress the nature -order within we 
and break through the floodgates. 

out fro. 

.wJffiWJfSSftf thirsty praises * 

y row 


i met you? 

yes o flashing glance of buried eddn, 
peeking behind asphyxiating sundawn curtain, 
screaming ’’burn this poem” all haggard and 
satin contours that swallow lilting harmony 
there, agonizing pitiful in our laughter 
priceless and poor places moan expensive 
as noisamakers loudly careen down the spy’s 
bleeding tollroad gushing forth waterfalls of 
plummeting warplanes shot down by the people 
they supposedly represent/defend, the 
constant drone curdling our brainmilk as 
rusting arrowheads pierce the lifeless 
abscess pulsating as you force yourself to 
forget, overcoming the urge to sing 
chaotic epitaphs for this world of putrid judgement 
and nervous actors, worked to death. 


